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"But you won't be able to keep them when
the undergraduates come?"

"Oh, no. The authorities are gradually find-
ing 'em billets. They came here first because
they'd nowhere to go, and Jerry was bombin'
them every night. We've been a sort of clearing
house, as you might say."

That evening I am to learn from the Somer-
ville Bursar that there is not a room to be rented
in Oxford, nor a bed to be hired in a local hotel.
Even at Somerville many students will have to
sleep out when the term begins, in order that the
nurses from the Infirmary may remain in the
West Building. The college, the Bursar tells me,
is putting up evacuee strangers of every kind.
Many have no better claim to stay there than the
fact that they had a niece or a godchild at Somer-
ville long ago. No wonder, I reflect, struggling
up the High, that the shops are as crowded with
buyers as the stores at sale-time in a capital
city, and the streets so jammed with "traffic
that it is impossible to cross them except at
marked corners. The perpetual din, combined
with the incessant zoom of the circling aero-
planes, leaves me deaf for several seconds when
I emerge from it once more into the comparative
quiet of St. Giles's.

Why, I wonder, as I return slowly to Somer-
ville, do I still feel like a student here, though
I am a married woman in my forties with two